The Hi/orj of King Leir

You need not hither come to asfee for him.
You know where he is better then our felues.

Am* Madam, I hope, not far off

Ha. Hath the young murdrefle,your outragiovts Qireene,
No meanes to colour her detefted deeds,
In finiihing my guiltlefle fathers dayes,
(Becaufe he gaue her nothing to her dowre)
But by the colour of a fayn'd Ambaflage,
To fend him letters hither to our Court ?
Go carry them to them that fent them hither.,
And bid them keepe their fcroules vnto themfelues:
They cannot blind vs with fuch flight excufe,
To (mother vp fo monftrous vild abufe.
And were it not, it is 'galnft law of Ames,
To oiler violence to a Meflenger,
We would inflict llich torments on thy felfe,
As ihould inforce thee to reueale the truth.

Am* Madam, your threats no whit apall my mind,
I know my confcience guiltlefle of this act;
My King and Queene, I dare be fworne, are free
From any thought of fuch impiety :
And therefore, Madam, you haue done them wrong,
And ill befeeming with a lifters loue,
Who in meere duty tender him as much,
As euer you refpected him for dowre.
The King your husband will not fay as much.

Cam. I wiE fiifpend my iudgement for a time,
*9#oTill more apparance giue vs further light:
Yet to be piayne, your comming doth inforce
A great fufpicion to our do ubtful mind,
And that you do referable, to be briefe,
Him that firft robs, and then cries., Stop the theefe,

Am. Pray God fome neere you haue not done the like,

Rag. Hencf, fancy mate,, reply no more to vs;   Shejtrikes
For law of Armes fliall not protect thy toung.       Mm.

Am. Ne're was I offired luch difcourtefy;
God and my King, I truft, ere it be long*
15370 Will find a meane to remedy this wrong.      Exit Amb,

Rag, How